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At that point, without warning, Chad dashed into the bathroom.
Ordinarily, he is calm as a clam. When he is annoyed, his habit is
to turn gloomy and quiet. It's unlike him to give way to temper; I'd
never known him to move so fast He rushed at me like a cyclone*
Before I took in what was happening, while I was staring goggle-
eyed, he picked me up and threw me into the bathtub. Water
splashed everywhere. I wasn't hurt except for cracking my elbow,
but for a moment I was badly scared. I thought Chad had suddenly
gone insane. But then almost at once he pulled me out of the tub,
and I saw his face. It was bewildered and ashamed. There were
tears in his eyes. In a twinkling I understood the reason for his per-
formance. My mother-in-law was the answer.
I had caught Lady in a malicious lie, but she was still in control
of my husband. Somehow, she had got around Chad again and put
herself in the right with him, and me in the wrong. It was clear
she had spelled out the get-tough policy to Chad, and he had
obediently followed her suggestions. Perhaps I could forgive Chad
for acting like a brute—indeed I frequently think a show of honest
emotion on his part might clear the air—providing I knew he had
acted on his own volition. How can I possibly forgive him for per-
mitting his mother, who hates me with a passion, to become a third
and a dominant partner in our marriage? After all, I have some
pride.
When I married Chad, I didn't dream he was tangled in apron
strings. On the night his ex-girl friend Helen introduced us—we
met on New Year's Eve and married on Valentine's Day—I had
just broken my engagement to one of those big, grown-up boys
with oceans of charm and no strength of character. I was good and
fed up with the type of male who expects some woman to lead him
by the hand through the storms of life. I wanted to marry a real
man, a strong man. Chad was so sweet and so generous—if anything
he is too generous—I couldn't help falling in love with him. In those
days, the days before he became so ingrown and self-centered, he
was extraordinarily thoughtful and kind. He lived many miles from
the hospital where I was then on duty, but during our short court-

